CHAPTER    I 9

MECKLENBURG  IDYLL

UNCLE WILLIAM sat on his chair by the lakeside, his enormous
straw hat over his eyes, drowsing in the sunshine. A good-
humoured old gentleman, very popular with the children of
the farmer who hired him in England, when he was a prisoner
of war. He led an idyllic life now, by this Mecklenburg lake-
side. He just pushed his boats off, and as they drew away he
folded his hands over each other and flapped them like a bird's
wings, in farewell; it was his one little joke. When they came
back he tied them up and went on drowsing, until his busy wife
called down the garden that his dinner was ready.

The whole village was like that. True, the grocer, who had
sailed about the world as a sailor on North German Lloyd
ships, had a wider horizon and some interest in Insanity Fair.
He was just intelligent enough to be stupid, suspected my
camera, with which I took snapshots of the bathing beach and
the lake, gave me, for some private motive that I distrusted, a
hint that a big aerodrome was being built 'just over there*.
German rearmament wasn't my business, except such news of
it as the Germans themselves published, and I kept clear of him.
Perhaps he was a peace-loving man, who disliked these new
preparations. Perhaps he was a spy maniac; the nation was
being reared to that mania.

The only other man who had seen the outer world was old
Hans Sturm, the bathing-beach attendant, with his Kaiser
moustache, who had served in German East Africa. Now he
dozed, in his shady corner, like Uncle William in his.

All the rest were just village people, who thought only of
fishing and farming and milling, and not even the Volkischer
Beobachter or the Lokal An&iger could really ripple the even
tenor of their ways.

I loved it. The lake was wide and long, the sun warm, you